Wall St Boys & Girls 


take home a mere mil or 3, 
thus not reamed by show- 
boat Senators. & they test 


reasonably happy despite 
a frenzied being within Con- 
structs of Phony Shit. At 


parties they toast fucking 
widows & orphans, but, truly, 


that’s just a lame try towards 
darkest literary posturing. Hey! 


not much of a deal next to 
throwing one’s life away. 


Not to worry, most won’t know. 
Perception of tragedy restricted 
to those who've read a whole book. 


